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NOTE 

We have tried to do here what, when we first 
came under the spell of Wagner, we often wished 
others had done for us: we have tried to re- tell 
the stories of two of his greatest dramas in 
language neither so bald as to be unreadable nor 
so pedantic as to be incomprehensible. These 
transcriptions are not to be considered as having 
a separate existence, nor are they intended to 
displace the various literal translations. All we 
modestly hope for is that they may help towards 
a rudimentary conception of what the plays are 
about. 

R. F. 

L. N. P. 

LaNBON, 

Jan., 1914. 
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BY 

RANDLE FYNES 
(Author of " The King of the Nibelung" : an English Version.) 



PARSIFAL 



THE CALL 

The story of that Cup, the Holy Grail, 
The very Cup from which Our Lord Himself 
Drank at the holy supper with the twelve : 
Wherein the blood He shed upon His Cross 
Was poured, immaculate : this sacred Cup 
And that ennobled Spear that pierced His side 
White angels brought and gave to Titurel, 
The saintly King in blessed Montsalvat 
Among the northern mountains of fierce Spain ; 
Who built therefor a Temple and a shrine, 
To be a harbour for the holy things 
That God had sent on earth for the behoof 
Of suffering men ; the servants of the shrine 
And guardians of the Temple noble knights 
Of stainless life and fame, working God's will. 
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None ever entered there save those in whom 
Clear honour, like the dewy star of dawn, 
Shone from the untarnished mirror of the soul. 

Now, when the saintly monarch Titurel 

Knew that his arm was weakening in the grip 

Of unrelenting age, he called his son 

Amfortas, and bestowed on him his crown, 

The symbol of the honour that he bore, 

Defender of the holy things of Heaven, 

Then rested in his tomb. High Heaven allowed 

A miracle : for, though his body died 

And was entombed, yet when the Holy Grail 

Was shown, unveiled, he quickened, and his tongue 

Spake as of yore. 

Behold a peaceful glade 
Below the castle of the Holy Grail. 
There Gurnemanz, the warden of the woods, 
And two of his esquires, who lay asleep, 
Awakened to the sound of trumpets blown 
Upon the castle walls to greet the dawn. 
And, as they waked, each sank upon his knees, 
Looking toward the castle, and so prayed. 
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And, as they prayed, there came to them two 

knights, 
Forerunners of the King, whose mortal wound 
Burst daily forth afresh ; nor salve nor balm 
Nor rarest herbs nor prayers of holy men 
Brought healing ; but the torture of the flesh 
And the yet blacker torture of remorse 
Together racked him with such agony 
That the worst terrors of the lowest Hell 
Seemed pale beside the horror of his pain. 
Wherefore with every dawning day he came 
To bathe his aching limbs in the cool lake 
Below the castle of the Holy Grail. 

Now, while the esquires made ready for the King, 
The sound of hoofs beat through the peaceful 

woods ; 
And looking down the glade they saw who rode 
Swiftly toward them : one with blazing eyes, 
And wild locks streaming from her like a flame, 
Her garments rent and ragged, and a belt 
Of snakeskin round her waist : who sprang to 

earth 
And hastened to them, reeling, as though dazed 
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With her mad flight, and from her heaving breast 

Drew forth a flask of crystal, which she gave 

To Gurnemanz ; and to his questioning 

Cried out she brought it from afar, beyond 

All his imaginings, a precious balm 

Distilled from subtlest herbs of Araby, 

To heal Amfortas of his grievous wound ; 

And, speaking, swooned and sank upon the ground. 

Then from the castle gate passed down the glade, 

Borne in a litter by his stately knights, 

Amfortas, wan and moaning in his pain. 

And, when they set the litter down, he turned 

And cried, " this immedicable scar 

That doth not heal nor ever shall be healed : 

That neither prayer from earth nor love from 

Heaven 
Can cicatrise ! Behold, I bring my pain 
To cool it in the waters of the lake. 
But bring ye first Gawaine to me ; alas ! 
The medicine he brought hath no avail 
To dull the passion of my burning wound." 

Then up spake one of the young men and said, 
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" O sire, behold, Gawaine is here no more : 
For, when he learnt the medicine he brought 
Had no avail, again he hastened forth 
To seek another balm for my lord's pain." 

Whereto Amfortas answered, " Heaven grant 
He fall not into Klingsor's cruel hands ! 
But as for me I wait on Heaven's grace, 
Till the appointed one shall come to me, 
The stainless, simple soul to bring me peace. 
Come quickly, thou that comest, even though 
Thou comest to me in the guise of death.'" 

To him spake Gurnemanz : " Nay, sire, behold, 
One bringeth unto thee from Araby 
This wondrous phial. Let the balm it holds 
Pass my lord's lips. And lo ! she lieth here, 
Kundry, who brought it, for thy grievous pain." 
And as he spake he gave the crystal flask 
Into Amfortas' hands. But Kundry lay 
Prone on the ground and heeded not his thanks. 
Then passed the suffering King along the glade, 
Borne on his litter by his stately knights, 
Down to the shining waters of the lake. 
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But Gurnemanz and Kundry went not down ; 
And certain of the young men who remained 
Spake unto Kundry : " Wherefore dost thou lie, 
Woman, upon the ground like some wild beast ? " 
Whereto she answered : " And the very beasts, 
Are they not safe within these sacred woods ? " 
But they reviled her, for they feared the draughts 
She brought were poison to their lord the King, 
Esteeming her a pagan, with a soul 
Steeped in black magic and the arts of Hell. 

But Gurnemanz spake gently to them thus : 

" Peace, peace, my sons ! why trouble ye the woman ? 

When did she ever harm to them that guard 

Our vessel of the Grail ? Nay, hath she not 

Done priceless service to our lord the King, 

Bearing his word afar to our brave knights, 

That fight in distant lands for the Christ's sake, 

With magic speed, returning to our lord 

Ere our slow minds have formed the unspoken 

thought ? 
Heaven's hand is heavy on her ; and I think 
She bears some curse. But now at last, poor soul, 
Making these woods her refuge from the world, 
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She seeks to find forgiveness for her sins 
And ease from the sore burden that she bears 
By doing service to our lord the King 
And the knights Templar of the Holy Grail. 
Nay, it is rather when she flees from us 
Misfortune cometh on us ; and men say 
That when our sainted monarch Titurel 
Founded our castle of the Holy Grail 
He found her lying in a death-like swoon, 
All stark and white. So even I myself 
Had found her when the sorrow fell on us 
That came from yonder mountains. Kundry ! speak 
To me that call to thee : what took thee hence 
When our brave King was stricken and his spear 
Lost to us ? Wherefore in that hour of need 
Came not thy help ? " But Kundry, from the 

ground 
Where she was lying, spake : " I never help.' 1 

Then one of the young men that stood beside 
Turned unto Gurnemanz, and bade him say 
Wherefore he sent her not to seek the Spear. 
But Gurnemanz made answer : " Nay, my son, 
To none shall it be given to win that Spear. . . . 
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O Spear of God ! O thou most sacred Spear ! 
Mine eyes have seen thee in the hand of sin ! 
day of wrath, whose vision haunts me still ! 
day of sin and grief ! Amfortas, bold 
With God's own weapon : sudden, she who came 
From Hell, the temptress, and the King is lost, 
Bewitched in her white arms ! The dreadful cry 
Of a lost soul ! And lo ! Christ's Spear is gone, 
Lost to us ! lost for ever ! And the laugh, 
Freezing the blood, of Klingsor as he fled ! 
And in the side of our unhappy King, 
Pierced by the holy Spear, a gapiDg wound, 
That wound which hath not healed, and shall not 
heal ! " 

Then from the lake the esquires returned again, 
And, as they lay about him on the sward, 
The aged Gurnemanz spake further, saying, 
" Know ye how came to us the Holy Grail 
And that ennobled Spear that pierced our Lord ? 
White angels brought them unto Titurel, 
Our sainted King, who built for them this shrine. 
None ever enter here save those alone 
Who are fit servants of the Holy Grail ; 
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Wherefore can Klingsor never pass within 

These sacred walls, for all his prayers and sighs 

And strivings, since the whiteness of his soul 

Is scorched with the unpardonable sin 

Against the Holy Ghost. In black remorse, 

And desperate imaginings of heart 

By force to win salvation, he invoked 

Satan himself and the black arts of Hell, 

Whereby he raised, upon the torrid flanks 

Of these same mountains where they face the south, 

A magic garden, set with gorgeous trees 

And banks of smiling flowers and luscious fruits : 

And through the garden lovely women steal, 

Whose milk-white hands are beckoning, and whose 

smile 
Entrances : and beyond and over all 
A magic castle with a thousand spires 
Piercing the blue. But whatsoever man 
Shall seek to taste that fruit shall find it ashes ; 
And, touching those fair women, find but bones 
And charnel horrors : and the open gates 
Of that fair castle lead to no delights 
But to the eternal tortures of the damned. 
Whatever man shall gaze into the eyes 
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Of one of those she-devils, born of Hell, 

His life is hers ; and on his willing soul 

Are forged such chains as, when from out the void 

A nameless comet sails toward the sun, 

Are forged about him, and, all space forgot, 

All other suns forsaken, he becomes 

A satellite, his orbit closed, for whom 

Eternity can never bring release. 

Many have fallen there : and on a day 

The powers of Hell prevailed against the soul 

Ev'n of Amfortas, our unhappy King : 

For, as he sought to smite the surging hosts 

Of Klingsor, as they pressed about the walls, 

He saw a woman smiling near his arms 

And yielded to her beauty ; and his Spear, 

The sacred Spear of Heaven, was reft from him ; 

For Klingsor seized the Spear and plunged it deep 

Into Amfortas 1 side, in that same spot 

Whereon the side of our dear Lord was pierced 

When He was nailed upon His cruel Cross. 

And who is there shall heal him ? Who can read 

The meaning of the mystic words of God ? 

For, while Amfortas knelt before the Grail 

Wringing his heart in prayer, behold ! a sign 
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Heaven vouchsafed ! About the Holy Grail 
There grew a blinding light : wherein appeared 
A vision, as it were the face of Christ, 
And from the lips of Christ a voice that said, 
/ send thee one, a stainless, simple soul, 
Through pity become wise, to make thee whole. 

Wait thou for him ; thy pain 

Shall turn to peace again.'" 

When Gurnemanz had spoken, there arose 
A cry from them who stood beside the lake, 
And lo ! a wild swan with a broken wing, 
Like a wrecked pinnace, fluttered in the air, 
Then sank to earth and died, his curving breast 
Pierced by an arrow. And the esquires who came 
From the lake side cried out it was a deed 
Of death and evil omen ; and some led 
With them a bright-eyed youth, with sunny hair 
And open brow, about whose waist there hung 
A quiver full of arrows, his firm hands 
Bearing a bow. And to the questionings 
Of Gurnemanz the wondering youth confessed 
He shot the bird, not knowing it was wrong. 
But Gurnemanz spake unto him and said, 
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" My son, what is this thing that thou hast done ? 
Hast thou no sorrow for the cruel deed ? 
For this is murder ! In these holy woods, 
These sacred glades of peace, the beasts of prey 
Raven not ; neither are the birds afraid 
Of man nor beast ; but the great peace of God 
Is in and over all — as in that garden 
Where our first parents dwelt before they fell. 
Poor swan ! he had no thought in his pure heart 
For thee but love and kindliness ; he flew 
Across the mere to seek his mate, and so 
To bring God's blessing on our lord the King. 
Now he is fallen to thy thirst for blood. 
Behold thine arrow in his breast ! Poor swan, 
Upon thy plumage lies the stiffened gore, 
Staining thy snowy breast ; thy lusty wings 
Hang lifeless ; and the fire that lit thine eyes 
Is quenched for ever. Didst thou see, my son, 
His eyes as he lay dying ? If thou didst 
Thou knowest all thy sin." Whereon the youth 
Brake his strong bow in twain, and cast away 
His arrows far behind him. Gurnemanz 
Spake to the youth again and questioned him 
Whence came he, and the name his father bore, 
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And his own name, and wherefore he was come. 
Whereto the youth made answer he knew not. 

Then as the esquires went back toward the lake, 
Bearing the swan upon a bed of leaves, 
The youth turned unto Gurneraanz, and said, 
" Howbeit, good sir, my mother's name I know ; 
Her name is Heart's Affliction ; and we dwell 
Where the waste moorland spreads from sky to sky. 
My arrows and my bow I made myself, 
To drive the savage eagles from our home." 

But Kundry, lying still upon the ground, 
Cried out, " Know thou that Gamuret, his sire, 
Fell by the sword ; alone his mother bare him ; 
That he should die not as his father died, 
Poor soul, she hid from him the use of arms 
And panoply of war : and thus his heart 
Is simple, knowing nothing of the world." 

Then made the youth swift answer to her thus : 
" Nay, but mine eyes have seen my heart's desire ; 
For, as I rested by the forest's edge, 
Men passed me, all ablaze in silvery mail, 
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Riding on stately steeds. My heart stood still. 

Myself to join that glorious company, 

Ah ! that were life indeed ! Forthwith I rose 

And followed, but I lost them, for they sped 

Swiftly. Howbeit full many days and nights 

I followed and still follow till I come, 

Heeding nor man nor beast. The ravening wolves 

I scattered with mine arrows and am here. 11 

Then Gurnemanz : " And hast thou never thought 
Of thy poor mother, how her heart must grieve 
And mourn for thee, my son ? " But Kundry 

spake : 
" His mother grieves no more, for she is dead : 
I saw her dying as I passed her by, 
All her last thoughts of him." Whereon the youth 
Giving a cry of anguish, sprang on her 
And seized her by the throat, and cried, " A lie ! " 
But Gurnemanz restrained him. When the youth, 
His hand upon his forehead, swooned and fell, 
Kundry brought water from the brook hard by 
And so revived him : whereon Gurnemanz : 
'' Christ's blessing on thee, woman. 'Tis His law : 
Do good to those who shall entreat thee ill." 
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But Kundry turned and crept into the woods, 
Crying, " No good thing can I ever do. 
O for eternal rest, for I am weary ! 

that my life might be for ever locked 
In dreamless, endless slumber ! — But alas ! 

1 must not sleep, for in my sleep I dream, 

And in my dream is Hell. — Too late ! too late ! " 
Whereon the dreadful trembling of her limbs 
Was stilled, and with a sigh of pain she sank 
Lifeless within the thicket. 

Now the knights 
That bore the suffering King passed from the shore 
Toward the castle gate. And Gurnemanz 
Turned to the youth and said : " Behold, the 

sun 
Is high in heaven ; and our lord the King 
Hath passed. Wherefore I lead thee to the feast, 
The holy feast of God. There, if thy heart 
Be true, the Holy Grail shall bring thee strength." 
But he : " What is this Grail whereof ye speak ? " 
Whereto made answer Gurnemanz : " My son, 
Thou shalt know all if but it be God's will. 
Methinks that thou shalt know : for, if thy heart 
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Be true as it is simple, thou shalt learn 
Wisdom, revealing all the thoughts of God." 

Forthwith these twain, the youth and Gurnemanz, 

Together passed along the leafy glade 

Toward the castle of the Holy Grail. 

Long was the way and strange — past dismal 

swamps, 
Waste places of the heron and the tern, 
Through sombre gorges where the imprisoned air 
Of noonday showed but twilight ; by tall crags 
The sun would kiss while yet the whole world slept : 
By precipices through whose jagged seams 
Roared cataracts that melted into mist. 
Still higher they clomb and higher, past lonely 

pines 
That stood like sentinels above the world, 
To where the massive of the castle walls 
Grew from the living rock : up rugged stairs 
Spanning impenetrable depths they rose, 
Till on the youth's enraptured vision flashed 
The wondrous castle of the Holy Grail, 
Crowning the topmost of the soaring peaks, 
Itself a host of peaks and pinnacles, 
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A thousand spires pricking the virgin blue, 

A thousand windows answering the sun. 

Through a low portal in the lofty walls 

They passed by corridors of sombre stone ; 

And, as they neared the Temple of the Grail, 

They heard the sound of music and the crash 

Of sacred bells ; until at length they stood 

Within the holy place, whose shining walls, 

Of porphyry and amethyst and gold, 

And carven arches, scarcely seemed of earth, 

So high they reached toward Heaven. The dim 

light 
That floated from the vault of the vast dome 
Turned all the air to silver. While the youth 
Stood silent and entranced, the lofty doors 
Were sundered, and the Templars of the Grail, 
Those noble knights of God, whose arms were 

strong 
As their pure hearts were true, with reverent 

steps 
Came to the curved tables, that were set 
In the great hall, for every knight a place, 
And in each place a cup. The knights were 

clad 
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Each in a tunic of pale silver blue 

Beneath a blood red mantle, and thereon 

A soaring dove ; and as they walked they sang. 

Then from the misty heights of the great dome 
Came floating on the sacred air the sound 
Of choir that answered choir, in fold on fold 
Of lambent music, as the 'creaming wave 
Rolls o'er the moving lacework on the strand, 
Mingling, but not forgetting whence he came. 

" This is the Supper of Our Lord Divine t 
His flesh the meat : His holy blood the wine : 
man of steadfast heart, Christ's gift is thine. 
His holy blood the wine, His flesh the meat : 
Knights of the holy table, drinlc and eat!"" 

Then in a moving pageant of white robes 
Came clear-eyed youths, holding aloft a shrine 
Draped in rich purple samite ; then the King, 
Amfortas, on the litter that his knights 
Bore slowly through the portals : whom they set 
Beneath a canopy behind the shrine 
That rested on the altar. And behold ! 
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From a dark niche within the Temple wall 

Was heard the mystic voice of Titurel : 

And his voice sounded like the moan of waves 

Down a long cavern of the wintry sea : 

Saying, " My son Amfortas, art thou here ? . . . 

Shall I again look on the Grail and live ? . . . 

Nay, must I perish utterly, my son ? " 

And when he ceased an awful silence fell, 
So heavy that it seemed the ear must crack, 
Until Amfortas, turning on his couch, 
Cried out, " Alas ! this all-consuming pain .' 
Father ! do thou what thine unhappy son 
No more can do : live thou, and let me die ! " 

Whereto the voice of Titurel again : 
" Here in my marble tomb, by Heaven's grace, 
I live. But though I live I have no strength 
For service. Let good works wash out thy sin : 
Unveil the holy vessel of the Grail ! " 

Then rising on his couch Amfortas cried, 
" It shall not be unveiled. Alas ! Alas ! 
The rapture that ye feel but tortures me. 
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"lis not the anguish of mine aching wound, 
But this far blacker anguish of the mind, 
The racking agony of my remorse, 
To serve the Holy Grail, knowing that I 
Alone am all unworthy ; for my sin 
Lies like a swarthy blot upon my soul, 
While all around is white. Almighty God, 
Have I not earned forgiveness ? 'Tis the hour : 
The light shall fall from Heaven upon the Cup, 
The veil shall lift, and in the crystal sphere 
Thy blood shall glow and quicken. But to me 
It brings no rapture : for my own life's blood, 
Like a heaped river, bursts its dams and flows 
In burning waves of sin through my dread wound, 
Pierced by the Spear that pierced Thy side, 

Christ, 
Here in the self-same spot upon my side. 
But from Thy wound, dear Lord, came tears of 

blood, 
Burning with love and pity for mankind ; 
While from my side, albeit the holy things 
Upon this sacred mount are in my care, 
Surges an all-consuming flood of sin. 
O Thou Almighty God, by whose stem will 
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My suffering is decreed, be merciful ! 
Let me depart in peace, and my torn soul 
After its travail rest within Thine arms ! " 

But, when he thus had spoken, from the heights 
Sounded sweet music, and these words of hope : 

" I send thee one, a stainless, simple soul, 
Through pity become wise, to make thee whole. 

Waitithoujbr him : thy pain 

Shall turn to peace again.' 1 '' 

Again was heard the voice of Titurel : 
" Now let the holy vessel be unveiled ! " 
Whereon the youths that stood about the shrine 
Lifted the Grail thereout — a wondrous Cup 
Of crystal. As the voice of Titurel 
Invoked God's blessing and Amfortas bent 
His head in silent prayer before the Grail, 
Darkness fell o'er the Temple, and the knights 
Sank on their knees, while from the hidden dome 
The music shivered down, like falling snow. 
Sudden a golden ray of blinding light 
Struck from the topmost dome upon the Grail, 
Which quickened with a throbbing, crimson glow 
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Within its crystal walls. Amfortas then 

Raised high the Grail, blessing the wine and bread 

That lay beside the altar. When the Cup 

Was raised, the voice of Titurel was heard, 

Speaking in ecstasy. And, when the Grail 

Rested again within the sacred shrine, 

The shadows faded, and the light of day 

Shone once again, whereon the white-robed youths 

Brought of the holy wine, and filled the cups 

Of all the waiting knights, and by each cup 

Laid holy bread ; and the knights sat them 

down, 
And Gurnemanz withal. But the pale youth 
Remained entranced and silent where he stood. 



While thus the stately company of Knights 
Sat at the holy tables, from the dome 
Floated again the music of the choirs : 

" Behold the gift of Christ ! to drink and eat 
His holy blood for wine, His flesh for meat! 
Behold the Grail ! Receive the gift divine : 
Christ's body for our meat, His blood for wine ! 
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This is the guide that leadeth us aright ! 

This is the torch that makes our darkness light ! 

This is the sword that arms us for the fight ! n 

Slowly the Knights rose up, and slowly paced 
Between the tables ; each turned unto each 
And kissed his fellow with the kiss of love. 
Amfortas tasted not the sacred bread 
Nor holy wine ; and, while the anthems rolled, 
He bowed his head in anguish, and his hand 
Pressed to his wound to staunch it : for the blood 
Burst forth again : and, while he cried aloud, 
His knights raised up the litter and passed out ; 
And with him went the Templars of the Grail, 
In stately pageant, while the evening closed 
Amid the crashing of the Temple bells. 

None stayed except the youth and Gurnemanz ; 

For, when he heard Amfortas cry, the youth 

Was stricken white, and clutched his throbbing 

heart, 
And so stood silent ; wherefore Gurnemanz, 
Seeing he neither spake nor moved, was wroth, 
And held him by the arm, and called to him, 
Saying : " Why standest thou and speakest not ? 
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Do thou henceforward leave alone our swans : 
And, gander thou, seek for thy mate a goose ! " 
And so thrust out the youth, who never spake. 

But, as he closed the portal, Gurnemanz 
Heard the faint echo whisper from the choirs : 
" / send thee one, a stainless, simple soul "... 
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II 

THE ROSE OF HELL 

i. 
Behold the magic castle on the height, 
Its towers deep rooted in the living fires 
Of the most nether Hell. Around it lay 
The enchanted forest, like a billowy sea, 
With sward for shores and islands, and for caves 
Dark bowers and groves, the dusky glades of sin. 

Behind the enchanted battlements, that showed 
Like jagged teeth against the blue of Heaven, 
Sat Klingsor, chieftain of this haunted realm, 
Making his prayer to Satan, with dread rites 
And hellish incantation. Now he peered 
In a round mirror of cold shining steel, 
And spake aloud, saying : " The hour is come : 
The powers that I have raised stretch potent arms 
That draw toward my tower yon simple youth 
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Who cometh nearer, shouting like a child. 
And she whom I have tamed to my black will 
Lies in her deadly trance.'" Thereon he rose, 
And, passing to a brazier that was set 
Below the carved steps, kindled a flame, 
Wherefrom a mystic vapour softly rolled 
About the castle rampart, cold and blue 
And ghastly, like the wan lips of the dead ; 
Then with mysterious gestures he invoked 
The Powers of Hell, and called unto the deeps : 
" Thou nameless one, awake ! come thou to me ! 
Thy master calls. She-Devil ! Rose of Hell ! 
Men of old time named thee Herodias, 
Gundryggia withal, but now the name 
That thou shalt bear is Kundry. Wake ! arise ! 
Thy master calls thee ! Kundry, sleep no more ! " 

Whereon the vapour sundered, and behold ! 
From the mysterious abyss that yawned, 
Black as the mouth of Hell, at Klingsor's feet 
Kundry appeared, slow rising, like a ghost 
That cleaves the churchyard mould before the dawn, 
With an unearthly shriek. And Klingsor spake : 
" Woman, whence comest thou ? nay, hast thou been 
28 
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With those pale knights who deem thee without 

soul ? 
"Twere better far abiding here with me, 
Since thou hast tamed their chieftain with thy charms, 
Their spotless knight of Heaven." Unto him 
Spake Kundry hoarsely, struggling with the mists 
That clouded all her thoughts : " Ah, woe is me ! 
This pall of blackest night ! This breath of Hell ! 
O let me sleep, and sleep again, and die ! " 

Then Klingsor : " Hast thou wakened from thy sleep, 
Where thou hast been, among those callow knights ? 
Thou servest them, thou sayest. Dost thou think 
So to repair the evil thou hast done ? 
No help for thee from them ! for all are weak, 
All have their price. The strongest of them all 
Fell to the passion of thy milk-white arms ; 
And, while they held him close, the Spear was mine 
And he was conquered ! But to-day shall come 
One that is worthy of thy strength : a foe 
With all thine arts to grapple : for his soul 
Is armed with purity and simple truth." 

Whereto spake Kundry : " Nay, I swear to thee, 
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I will not do this thing ! Thou hast no power 
To force me to thy will. What ? thou art chaste ? 
Nay, though thy flesh be tamed, what of thy 

thought ? 
Still thou art bound ! " And Klingsor murmured 

low, 
" This is the voice of Hell ! I hear the laugh 
Of Satan ! he remembereth how I sought 
A life of holiness, till fleshly lusts 
Overwhelmed my sinking soul ; and now the past. 
That I thought dead, mocks at me through the eyes 
Of this accursed witch, this bride of Hell ! 
No matter ! One that scorned me in the strength 
Of holiness knows sorrow iff his soul, 
Since I have brought red ruin on his race, 
And he that guards the Holy Grail of Christ 
Dieth without redemption : and full soon 
The Holy Grail is mine ! The hour shall come ! 
Accursed woman, tell me, was it joy 
To hold the brave Amfortas in thine arms ? " 

Whereto made answer Kundry, " Nay, no joy, 

But agony, to know that even he 

Stood not against temptation. Lo ! all men 
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Are weak : beneath the awful curse I bear 
All yield and fall, as I myself have fallen. 
O for eternal sleep ! O to be free 
From this black curse ! How can I win release ? " 
But Klingsor : " Of a truth, thou knowest well 
Thou shalt be free when thou hast found a man 
Who yields not to thy charms. Here cometh one 
Perchance shall free thee ! Turn thy face to him. 
Behold, he climbs the tower. Now mark the youth, 
Is he not tall and comely ? " 

As he spake, 
He climbed upon the rugged battlements, 
While Kundry groaned in anguish. From the 

height 
Of the grey walls he blew upon the horn 
Wherewith it was his wont to call his Knights 
To arms ; and from beneath the castle walls 
There rose the sound of fighting and the clash 
Of steel on steel ; and Klingsor, as he watched, 
Cried, saying, " See these valiant knights of mine, 
How swift they seek for shelter from the foe ! 
Yea, they are brave as women, and their hearts, 
Softened with languorous days and amorous nights, 
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Lose all their manly courage. See, the youth, 
He knows no fear ! Behold, he wrests his sword 
From bold Sir Ferris ! How his whirling blade 
Makes all my rabble break ! The fight is lost. 
They're routed ! With their wounds they hasten 

home. 
Let them not come to me : I need them not. 
I would they all were slain, these craven knights. 
Behold the youth upon the castle wall : 
How young and fair he looks ! " And as he spake 
Kundry laughed loud, laughter that froze the blood, 
Like cries of souls in torment, and then sank 
In the abyss ; the pallid mist that hung 
About the castle walls thinned and was gone. 
And Klingsor murmured, " Lo ! she works my will. 
My power compels her. Thou who standest there, 
Deluded youth, though thou art triply armed 
With truth and purity, thou art too young 
And thy white soul too simple to escape 
That which I have prepared for thine undoing. 
And, when thy purity is dead, and seared 
The whiteness of thy soul, thou shalt become 
My bounden slave, until the living fires 
Of Hell shall claim thee for eternity ! " 
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Here lay the magic garden : endless wealth 
Of trees and radiant flowers and dreamy banks 
Of mosses in the cool and perfumed shade, 
Lit by bright flaming orchids, overhung 
By intertwining creepers — such a scene 
As meets the weary eye of one who far 
From his lone camp hath followed the wild boar 
In the primaeval forests of the South, 
Until he flings him down, half wondering 
If 'twere not wisdom never to return. 

On one side rose the glittering battlements 
And terraces of Klingsor's magic pile, 
Whereon the youth was standing, as he looked 
Amazed upon the garden ; for behold, 
On this side and on that, from every bower, 
From every corner of the palace walls, 
A trembling crowd of fairest women came, 
As though a sudden Spring had fall'n on earth 
And all the tender green had burst in bud. 
Wringing their hands they came, their lovely cheeks 
All stained with tears, their garments snowy white 
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Revealing whiter limbs, as the cool sheath 

Of a new opening flower lets the first light 

Upon the virgin ivory within. 

In agonies of terror thus they cried, 

One to the other, saying, " Help ! alas ! 

What hath befallen ? Who of all is saved ? 

Is my beloved dead ? for one I saw 

His fair limbs bathed in blood : and one was laid 

Like a wan corpse, his golden locks befouled 

With blood and sweat upon his pallid brow. 

There stands our enemy, and in his hand 

He bears Sir Ferris' sword ! Alone he came, 

Yet vanquished all. O thou who standest there, 

Accursed one, why hast thou wrought this ill ? " 

Whereto the youth made answer : " Of a truth, 
Was I not right to slay who sought to bar 
My way, fair maids, to you ? " At this they smiled 
Forgetting all their grief, as the April sun 
Smiles when the sudden rain-cloud is forgot, 
And called to him and wooed him, with lithe arms 
And laughing eyes conspiring with red lips 
And languorous words to win him : each alone 
Seeking him for herself; and softly some 
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Withdrew to the cool bowers beneath the trees 
And swiftly came again, so gaily decked 
In robes of fairy flowers that they seemed 
Themselves but flowers bewitched to magic life : 
Stealing beside him, stroking his young cheek 
With perfumed fingers, whispering in his ear 
Sweet messages of welcome to their garden 
And prayers to stay amongst them. Thus they 

came 
Closer and ever closer, striving each 
To be the first to win him — ev'n as though 
A garden full of blossoms should forget 
God gave them modesty, and leave their beds, 
Seeking a laggard butterfly, to pour 
Their honey out before him ; till the youth, 
For all their fragrant beauty, sprang aside, 
Thrusting them gently from him, and was fain 
To fly from their caresses. 

As he turned, 
A voice of wondrous beauty, sweet and clear, 
Called softly to him, saying, " Parsifal ! " 
Whereat he paused in wonder ; for his heart 
Remembered that his mother in her dreams 
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Had called him by that name. Amazed he stood 
To hear the name that none but she had known ; 
And as he stood the voice called yet again, 
Saying, " O Parsifal, go thou not hence ! 
Happiness here awaits thee ! " and then chid 
The flower-bearing damsels that they left 
The wounded knights untended. Whereupon, 
With long regretful glances at the youth, 
And wistful sighs and wringing of soft hands, 
They left him, saying as they stole away, 
"Farewell, thou cold and comely youth, thou — 
fool ! " 

When all at last had vanished, Parsifal, 

Half wondering if it were not all a dream, 

Looked whence the voice had come. There Kundry 

lay, 
Upon a couch of flowers, clad in robes 
Of Persia and the looms of Samarcand ; 
But from that Kundry who before had groaned 
At Klingsor's glance, how changed ! No youthful 

queen, 
No Sultan's houri, no fair angel Christ 
Hath ever called to stand before His throne, 
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Was fairer than the woman that now lay 
And looked on Parsifal, and spake to him, 
Saying, " O stainless, simple heart, 'tis I, 

Parsifal, 'tis I that spake thy name, 
The name thy father with his dying breath 
Gave thee ere ever thou hadst seen the day. 
Behold, from distant lands I come to thee, 
To call thee by thy name and tell what fate 
Holdeth in store for thee. For all thy days 
Have I watched o'er thee, stainless, simple heart. 

1 marked thee at thy weeping mother's breast ; 
I heard thy childish prattle, saw the smile 
Break through the happy tears that fell, when she, 
Thy mother, Heart's Affliction, drew thee close 
And held thee to her breast, and with long kisses 
Wooed thee to slumber in her tireless arms, 
With smiles of love for thee and tears for him 
Who died and left you twain to fight the world ; 
And, brooding o'er his death, she vowed that thou 
Shouldst die not by the sword : wherefore she left 
The busy haunts of men, and with thee fled 

Into the wilderness ; and all her thought 
Was ever of thee, and thee, and only thee. 
Wert thou afar ? how hath she sighed and wept ' 
37 



PARSIFAL 

How she hath welcomed thy returning steps 

And crowned thy brow with kisses ! — Thou hast 

known 
The joy of kisses then. — What thinkest thou 
Thy mother suffered in these last sad days, 
Praying for thy return ? long burning days 
Straining her eyes to see thee and her ears 
To hear thy answering voice ; long lonely nights 
On her reposeless pillow letting fall 
Her hopeless tears, until her tender heart 
Broke— broke for thee — and Heart's Affliction died." 

She spake : and Parsifal, with a low cry 
Of agony and grief, sank on the ground 
Beside the couch, and like a wounded thing 
Wailed, calling sadly on his mother's name, 
Cursing his thoughtless folly, that so long 
He had forgot her. Kundry, reaching down, 
Wreathed her lithe arms about his trembling neck, 
And whispered, " Nay, dear heart, grief hath her 

use : 
She hath a fair twin sister : it is love. 
When death is very near and hearts are sore, 
Then is it love that cometh." The pale youth 
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Hearkened not to her words, but ever moaned, 
Nursing the wounded tendrils of his heart, 
Yearning for his lost mother. 

Kundry then 
In his ear murmured, " And the heart that grieves 
Is cleansed of sin : and whoso loveth much 
There shall be much forgiven unto him. 
Thy father and thy mother, Heart's Affliction, 
Loved with a holy passion ; and the life 
Thy mother gave thee, surging in thy veins, 
Is the full tide of love, beneath whose waves 
Sorrow shall sink and even Death himself. 
Thy mother greets her son : uplift thy face 
To the high heaven whereout she looks on thee 
And sends to thee this long, first kiss of love ! " 

And as she spake her fragrant lips were pressed 

In a long ecstasy upon his mouth. 

But in a spasm of sudden fear and pain 

He sprang upon his feet, and pressed his hands 

Wildly upon his throbbing heart, and cried, 

" Amfortas ! thou whose wounded side was pierced 

With Christ's own Spear, I feel thy wound in me ! 
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My soul shrieks out in horror ! As I saw 
Thy side that bled, in mine own sinful side 
Thy very wound is bleeding ! Let it gush 
Fiercely in streams of blood, for fiercer still 
My heart is burning with the fires of Hell. 
Surges my brain with passion and desire 
And sinful lust past all imagining. . . . 
Once mine eyes looked upon the Holy Grail 
And saw the sacred blood quicken and glow, 
Bringing redemption to all hearts but mine ; 
And, while the anthems rolled, I heard the voice 
Of Christ in sorrow at the sin that lay 
Upon His Grail's own Temple. In my heart 
His call rang trumpet-clear : Go forth ! it said, 
Go forth to right the wrong and cleanse the world ! 
And I went forth and straight forgot, Christ, 
Thy call to right the wrong and cleanse the world. 
Give me but grace, God, to cleanse my soul ! " 

While thus he knelt and prayed and bowed his head 
In sorrow, Kundry came to him and sought 
To draw him from the spell that held him fast 
To the delights of love : but Parsifal 
Spake to his own heart, saying, " Now I know 
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That it was she to whom Amfortas fell ! 
This silvei-y voice caressed him : these soft eyes 
Looked thus, and thus, and lured him to his doom. 
These honeyed lips bewitched him : this fair head, 
Poised like a gracious lily on its stem, 
These golden tresses like an angel's crown, 
These lithe white arms twining about his neck, 
These sweet grave eyes leagued with these laughing 

lips 
To hurl him to damnation with a kiss. . . . 
Get thee behind me, ■woman ! " 

As he spake, 
He turned and cast her from him. Kundry then 
In frenzy cried, " Thou cold and cruel youth, 
If in thine icy bosom thou hast known 
Pity for aught that lives, pity me ! 
Thy love were my redemption from the curse 
That lies athwart my soul. Infinite time 
Marches with leaden feet : I wait for thee 
Through endless ages : while my yearning soul 
Beats her pale wings against life's prison bars, 
Struggling for freedom — death — that priceless boon 
Of wearied mortals, but denied to me. 
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But Parsifal made answer : " Yea, thy soul 
Shall live, and love be thine, show but the way 
To heal Amfortas of his grievous wound." 

Then rage gat hold of Kundry, and she cried, 

" Thou shalt not find the way ! The flames of Hell 

Shall torture his black soul eternally : 

For in mine arms I held him, and his ears 

Rang with my mocking laughter. He for whom 

I live and suffer stabbed him with the Spear 

That waits to pierce thy side, if in thy heart 

Be pity for Amfortas. . . . Nay ! I yield ! 

All thou hast asked is thine : I show the way, 

If but for one sweet hour thou wilt be mine ! " 

But, when he cast her from him, she let loose 

The torrents of her passion : from her lips 

Poured venomous curses; vowed that, though his 

feet 
Trod all the weary pathways of the world 
In endless wandering, he should never find 
The road he sought : and in her frenzy shrieked 
For help from Klingsor. On the castle wall 
He stood, and breathing curses straight he cast 
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The sacred Spear at Parsifal. Behold ! 

A miracle from Heaven ! For the Spear, 

Caught harmless in the unseen hand of God, 

Floated above the youth's fair head. He turned 

And took it from God's hand, and with it made 

That holy sign whereby the sons of God 

Bear witness Christ hath borne His Cross for them. 

Forthwith the spells were broken : the black arts 

Of Klingsor's magic withered, as foul mists 

Vanish beneath the triumph of the sun. 

Sudden, the solid-seeming castle walls 

Melted in ruins, like a shattered dream ; 

Where grew the fairy garden, grimly spread 

A desert wilderness, upon it strewn 

But shrivelled blossoms, where the lovely horde 

Of damsels lay, shrunk into withered flowers. 

Upon the ruined wall stood Parsifal, 

Then went forth, in his hand the holy Spear, 

And in his heart the trumpet-call of Christ, 

Went forth to right the wrong and cleanse the 

world ; 
And as he went he spake to Kundry thus : 
" Thou knowest where thou and I shall meet again ! " 
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REDEMPTION 

Now Gurnemanz, the warden of the woods 
That lay about the castle of the Grail, 
Grew old in his good service — as an oak, 
Bearing the burden of unnumbered years, 
Grows gnarled and rugged, but upholds his head 
For all the buffeting of winter's gales. 

'Twas on Good Friday morn — that holy day 
Whereon the young Spring rests from his sweet 

tasks 
And holds his fragrant breath, remembering 
How his Lord died — the aged Gurnemanz 
Heard in the thicket near his lowly hut 
A moaning cry as of a stricken beast, 
But with the anguish of a human soul 
In mortal agony. He tore aside 
The branches of the thicket and there found, 
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Hidden among the bushes, stark and cold 
And seeming lifeless, that which he had known 
As Kundry in the days when she was wont 
To serve the Templars of the Holy Grail. 
Stooping, he raised her gently in his arms 
And laid her on a grassy mound hard by, 
And chafed her frozen limbs, and with his breath 
Sought to retrieve the fading spark of life. 
At last her eyelids quivered, and her breast 
Trembled and heaved with the returning breath, 
Her eyes were opened, and she rose and walked. 

Then Gurnemanz spake softly, " It is she — 
Kundry once more ! How long have this wild 

thorn, 
These thick o'ergrowing brambles, been her tomb ? 
No word of thanks, strange sleeper, hast for me 
Who wake thee from the slumber of the grave ? " 
But Kundry answered only, " Let me serve." 
Then he: "Now shall thy tasks be light — these 

days 
We send no word to distant lands : afar 
We seek not healing herbs, but in these woods 
Is all our need, ev'n as the very beasts 
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Spake low to Kundry, who was come again 
And stood beside him, saying, " Dost thou know 
Who kneeleth here ? 'Tis he who long ago 
Slew the wild swan : whom I in anger sent 
Forth from the holy service of the Grail. 
Whence comes he now ? . . . God ! at last, at 

last! 
The sacred Spear of Christ ! . . . My weary eyes, 
Weary with tears, after long years of pain, 
Find peace at last ! Behold the Spear of Christ ! " 

Then Parsifal rose from his knees, and saw 

Who stood beside him. Stretching forth his 

hands 
He spake to Gurnemanz : " My greeting, friend ! 
High Heaven be thanked who leads me to thy 

side ! 
Long have I sought to find this holy place. 
Through the wide world I wandered, seeking this, 
Seeking and finding not. Is this my goal, 
Here in this murmuring forest ? am I come 
At the long last to him for whom I seek, 
Amfortas, whose wan cry of agony 
Thrilled in those days of old my simple heart, 
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When Christ's clear call rang in my wondering soul 

To heal Amfortas of his wound : Go forth, 

It said, to right the wrong and cleanse the world ; 

And I went forth, but could not find the way. 

Methought a curse lay on me, and the road 

Closed unto me for ever : though it stretched 

Shining before my feet, a strange despair 

Gat hold of me ; for what seemed straight and 

clear 
Grew dark and endless, and it seemed that Hell 
Beckoned behind the brooding thunderclouds 
That hid me from the Heaven of my desire. 
Many a fight I fought : the powers of Hell 
Beset me : though I bore the holy Spear 
I raised it not against mine enemies, 
But strove with all my strength to keep it safe 
And undefiled. Full many wounds were mine : 
Gladly I suffered ; and the holy Spear 
I bring to its abiding place at last." 

Then Gurnemanz : " Thanks to Almighty God 
For this His gracious work of mystery ! 
In truth, O wondrous knight, servant of Heaven, 
If powers of evil drave thee from thy path, 
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Seek all their wants from God." And, as she went 

Into the lowly hut, he spake again : 

" How she is tamed from the wild thing we knew ! 

The grace of God upon this holy morn 

Hath fall'n on her — methinks it was for this 

That Heaven through me hath waked her, that her 

soul 
This day should win salvation." 

As he spake 
She came again, a pitcher in her hand, 
And stood beside the spring ; and waiting there 
She looked toward the wood, when lo ! thereout 
A knight in coal-black armour passed, and strode 
Slowly, as though his thoughts were otherwhere, 
Across the flowery meadow, the warm scent 
Of asphodel about him, over all 
The solemn peace of that Good Friday morn ; 
Strode with his helmet closed, his head bent down, 
His spear-point drooping ; came beside the spring 
And sat him down in silence. 

Gurnemanz 
(For Kundry hid herself within the hut) 
Gave greeting to the stranger, who bowed low 
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His head in silence. Then, " Nay verily," 

Quoth Gurnemanz, " if by some holy vow 

Thy lips are sealed to silence, mine are bound 

To tell thee that the ground whereon we stand 

Is holy ground, and the great peace of God 

Lies in and over all : none cometh here 

In panoply of war, and of all days 

On this day least of all. Knowest thou not 

What day hath dawned ? Nay, from what distant 

land 
Of heathen darkness art thou come ? For this, 
This is Good Friday morn : put down thy spear, 
Cast off thine earthly armour ; when He lay 
Upon His Cross for us, He had no sword 
To draw upon His enemies : no shield 
Against their cruel blows : and on His breast 
No breastplate guarded the great heart that bled 
With tears of love and pity for the world." 

The knight arose, drave in the ground his Spear, 
Put down his sword and shield, and from his head 
Lifting his helmet laid it by his side : 
Then on his knees he fell before the Spear, 
Bowing his head in prayer. And Gurnemanz 
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Spake low to Kundry, who was come again 
And stood beside him, saying, " Dost thou know 
Who kneeleth here ? 'Tis he who long ago 
Slew the wild swan : whom I in anger sent 
Forth from the holy service of the Grail. 
Whence comes he now ? . . . O God ! at last, at 

last! 
The sacred Spear of Christ ! . . . My weary eyes, 
Weary with tears, after long years of pain, 
Find peace at last ! Behold the Spear of Christ ! " 

Then Parsifal rose from his knees, and saw 

Who stood beside him. Stretching forth his 

hands 
He spake to Gurnemanz : " My greeting, friend ! 
High Heaven be thanked who leads me to thy 

side ! 
Long have I sought to find this holy place. 
Through the wide world I wandered, seeking this, 
Seeking and finding not. Is this my goal, 
Here in this murmuring forest ? am I come 
At the long last to him for whom I seek, 
Amfortas, whose wan cry of agony 
Thrilled in those days of old my simple heart, 
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When Christ's clear call rang in my wondering soul 

To heal Amfortas of his wound : Go forth, 

It said, to right the wrong and cleanse the world ; 

And I went forth, but could not find the way. 

Methought a curse lay on me, and the road 

Closed unto me for ever : though it stretched 

Shining before my feet, a strange despair 

Gat hold of me ; for what seemed straight and 

clear 
Grew dark and endless, and it seemed that Hell 
Beckoned behind the brooding thunderclouds 
That hid me from the Heaven of my desire, 
Many a fight I fought : the powers of Hell 
Beset me : though I bore the holy Spear 
I raised it not against mine enemies, 
But strove with all my strength to keep it safe 
And undefiled. Full many wounds were mine : 
Gladly I suffered ; and the holy Spear 
I bring to its abiding place at last. 1 ' 

Then Gurnemanz : " Thanks to Almighty God 
For this His gracious work of mystery ! 
In truth, O wondrous knight, servant of Heaven, 
If powers of evil drave thee from thy path, 
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Their spell is ended now : for thou art come 
Unto the Temple of the Holy Grail. 
Here wait the Templars for thee : how they need 
Thy coming and the blessing thou hast brought ! 
The sorrow of our lives is not assuaged : 
Nay, but the anguish of Amfortas' wound 
In his racked body and his tortured soul 
Grew ever more o'erwhelming ; in his pain 
He prayed for death, and to that awful end 
Hath left undone the service of the Grail. 
Nor prayers nor sorrow of the grieving knights 
Move him to his high office. In its shroud 
The Holy Grail lies ever unrevealed, 
That so his life, that drew its fleeting strength 
From the blest light that glowed within the Cup, 
Should fade to darkness, like a dying flame ; 
And thus the supper of Our Father Christ 
Is given to us no more, whereby the strength 
Of our brave knights is withered : no crusade 
Ever goes forth against the pagan hosts ; 
But the wan knights, with sad and weary eyes, 
Pace dully through the cloisters, hoping still 
For one to rise and lead them. As for me, 
I crept into these thickets, here to lie 
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And wait for death to find me — as a beast, 

Wounded to death, will softly steal away 

And hide among the grasses. Who am I, 

That I should linger in the living world, 

When he to whom the service of my life 

Was dedicate, great Titurel, my King, 

Hath journeyed through the dreadful gate of death ? 

He lived but for the service of the Grail : 

The mystic light was quenched, and he was dead." 

Then Parsifal cried out in grief, " 'Tis I, 
I that have wrought this anguish ! What a weight 
Of guilt lies leaden on my foolish soul ! 
How shall I make atonement for my sin ? 
For Christ hath sent me forth to heal the world, 
And I went forth, but could not find the way, 
And, when I grasped at Heaven, I clutched but 
Hell!" 

And, as he spake, he sank upon the ground, 
O'erwhelmed with his sharp sorrow. Kundry then 
Stole from the hut, a pitcher in her hand, 
To bathe his pallid brow : but Gurnemanz 
Restrained her, saying, " Let the holy fount, 
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The blessed waters of this mystic stream, 

Wash him, that he may rise immaculate : 

For Christ Himself hath called him : and this day 

He hath the work of Christ Himself to do : 

This day to right the wrong and cleanse the world." 

When they had loosed the breastplate, and unwound 

The leathern thongs that bound the curving greaves 

And travel-wearied sandals, Kundry laved 

His feet in the cool water of the spring ; 

And Gurnemanz, to the soft questioning 

Of Parsifal, spake, saying, " Verily, 

The hour hath come when thou shalt find the way 

To him thou seekest. On this day of days 

Shall prayer be said for the departed soul 

Of Titurel, the monarch whom I served 

With loving reverence. The Holy Grail 

This day shall be revealed. After long years 

Of pain and darkness the great light shall shine 

To guide him on his journey through the night, 

Amfortas thus atoning for the sin 

Wherethrough his father perished." 

Parsifal 
Spake unto Kundry, saying, " Who art thou 

54 



PARSIFAL 

My feet so humbly washing ? " Turning then 
To Gurnemanz, he spake, " Do thou, O friend, 
Baptise my head with water ! " Gurnemanz 
Took holy water from the spring, therewith 
Baptising the fair locks of Parsifal, 
And prayed : " As is this water pure and blessed, 
Blessed and pure be thou." Then from her breast 
Kundry a box of alabaster drew 
Of spikenard rich and rare, and therewith laved 
The feet of Parsifal, and with her hair 
Dried them : as once of old, in Bethany, 
There knelt another child of joy and sin 
Before the feet of Christ But Parsifal 
Took from her hand the alabaster box 
And gave it unto Gurnemanz, and said, 
" My feet hast thou anointed : now shall he, 
The friend of Titurel, the sainted King, 
Anoint my head ; for on this day, behold, 
Myself shall be his King." And Gurnemanz 
Poured out the precious balm upon his head, 
Anointing him as King, and, " Verily," 
He said, " thus hath it been ordained of God. 
O King, thus I anoint thee : may the grace 
Of God be with thee, stainless, simple soul, 
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Through pity reaching wisdom undefiled, 
Feeling in thy pure heart the sinner's pain. 
Bringing to him that suffereth peace again ! " 

But Parsifal stooped to the holy spring, 

And taking of the water in his hands 

Spake unto Kundry where she humbly knelt, 

Saying, " First I baptise thee : be thou healed, 

For Christ shall call thee back within His fold." 

And, as she hid her face and wept, he spake, 

" Look you, with what new robe of tender green 

Nature hath decked herself this day ! Methinks 

She is arrayed as for some holy feast. 

For I have journeyed through a dreadful land 

Where flowers that draw their honey straight from 

Hell 
Swing in the languorous breezes, reaching out 
Long serpent coils to clutch thy shrinking soul, 
And suck thee dry, and draw the shrivelled corpse 
Down to eternal fires ; not even there 
Was aught as fair as this sweet asphodel, 
These tender blossoms bursting with delights, 
This unforgotten perfume of the days 
When all the world I knew was young and fair, 

56 



PARSIFAL 

And all my orbit was my mother's arms, 

And all my passion was my mother's love. 

Good Friday morn, thou sayest ? Nay, methinks, 

Upon that day of agony, the earth 

And all that lives and breathes and lives again 

Should mourn and sorrow." 

Whereto Gurnemanz : 
" Not so hath Heaven ordained : the peace of God 
Bringeth no sorrow. Where the tears are shed 
Of sinners that repent and sin no more, 
A brighter glory shines upon the fields, 
A fairer green mantles the quickened earth, 
And all the myriad voices of the Spring 
Swell the full choir of praise and joy and prayer 
To the eternal Christ, the giver of all. 
And these God's creatures, since they cannot know 
Christ on His Cross, lift up their innocent eyes 
And from their full hearts smile upon us men, 
Redeemed through Christ's love-sacrifice. Behold, 
How every flower and blade and leaf and bud 
Rejoiceth in the knowledge that this day 
No man shall harm them ; and, as Christ Himself 
Had pity on us His creatures, even so 
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This day hath man compassion in his heart 

For these the humbler servants of his God : 

Whereby an incense riseth unto Heaven, 

The mingled prayers aud thanks of man and beast 

And all the realm of Nature, as she wakes 

Upon this holy morn, glad of her faith 

In Him who died that this fair world might live." 

Then Parsifal, while Kundry looked on him 
With eyes of peace and happiness hard won, 
Spake softly to her, saying, " Some there were 
Who in the days long passed looked scorn at me 
In that bewitching garden that I knew. 
I saw them fade and shrivel like dead flowers ; 
Now do they seek redemption ? In thine eyes 
A tear drop glisteneth like morning dew : 
Thou weepest— and behold ! the fields rejoice.'" 
At this he kissed her softly on the brow — 
A kiss of love so pure that she forgot 
That once her frenzied lips had cleaved to his 
In an unholy passion of desire. 

A booming of great bells, a world of sound 
Rending the peace of that ecstatic morn, 
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Vibrating in the sweet sun-laden air 
With deep reverberations, like the roll 
Of thunders on the bosom of the sea. 

Into the lowly hut passed Gurnemanz, 
And brought a royal cloak of silver blue 
And scarlet mantle, with a soaring dove 
Blazoned thereon. With reverence these he laid 
On Parsifal, become at last a knight 
Of the Most Holy Grail. Then Gurnemanz, 
Bidding them follow, turned and led the way 
Toward the castle — up the mountain side, 
Past gorge and precipice and towering crag 
And solitary pine ; and as they went, 
Kundry and Gurnemanz and Parsifal, 
Up the long stairs and through the castle gates 
And sloping corridors, there passed a host 
Of knights in sombre armour in the gloom 
Of the dark cloisters, where the velvet air 
Seemed black beside the glamour of the light 
That pierced the panelled windows ; pacing there 
Slowly and sadly, sorrow in their eyes 
And mourning in their hearts, toward the doors 
Of the great Temple, while the passing bell 
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Tolled a sad welcome, as the running sand 
Narrows the gulf dividing life and death. 

Thus came they to the Temple, where the light, 
Through the hushed spaces, took a chastened tone, 
A holier radiance : saw the serried ranks 
Of mourning knights : saw the high doors that 

turned 
Slowly upon their hinges : saw the knights 
Bearing the mortal body of the King, 
The sainted Titurel : while others bore 
The suffering Amfortas and the shrine 
Of the Most Holy Grail. And, as they came, 
The slowly pacing knights in this wise sang : 

"God! Is there never an end to this night of our 

sorrow ? 
Dark is the East: dawns there never a happier 

morrow ? 
Night, and the torches are quenched ! let us fight 

as we may : 
Slumber not : watch and pray ! 

Watch! Slumber not! And the Grail to its 
shrine we are bearing. 
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Friends ! come in peace ! for the watch that we 

keep ye are sharing. 
What have ye there ? though His night, let us fight 

as we may : 
Slumber not ; watch and pray ! 

Christ! shall there never be sounded a truce to our 

fighting? 
Peace! shall the legions of Hell never weary of 

smiting ? 
O give us strength for the fight, for we trust in Thy 

sword ! 
Send us succour, Lord ! 

Lord, send Thy succour ! Our King at Thy feet 

we are laying ; 
Toll to the powers of Hell with his death he is 

paying. 
His fighting is done : and, triumphant, he giveth 

his sword 
To Thy keeping, Lord. 

Hast Thou forsaken him, Lord? Are they counted 
for naught, 
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The works of his sainted hands and the fights that 

he fought? 
'Tis the passing bell; he is dead; and we weep as 

we must. 
In the light of Thy Holy Grail had he put his 

trust ; 
It was quenched, and his living flesh was but 

mouldering dust. . . . 

Suffering, tortured soul ! though the sin be thine, 
Grant us the holy bread, and the sacred wine : 
Show, for we suffer and sorrow, the Grail divine" 

At this Amfortas cried, " Sorrow in truth, 

Sorrow for you and me and all the World ! 

O God, let death atone for my great sin ! " 

And, as the mortal body of Titurel 

Was shown to all the knights, (who bowed their 

heads 
And groaned in deepest woe) Amfortas rose 
And knelt upon his couch, and, reaching forth 
His hands towards the body, cried aloud 
And prayed unto his father Titurel : 
" My father, O thou prince of holiness, 
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To whom white angels spake on bended knee, 

intercede for me ! I gave thee death, 

That prize which for myself alone I sought. 

Wherefore I know that in this very hour 

Thou standest at the holy feet of Christ. 

O Father, intercede with Christ for me, 

That so His sacred blood (if but He will 

That it shall glow again within the Grail) 

May bring new life to these but death to me ! 

This is my only hope : oblivion, 

That my lost soul may for eternity 

Dissolve in the black void of nothingness. 

No boon I crave but that — oblivion, 

Sheer dissolution ! that I may forget, 

Through the long ages of eternity, 

All my unpardonable sin, the wound 

That poisons my lost soul. Let my poor heart 

Rest from its torture. Father, hear my prayer ! 

Speak unto Christ for me, thy wretched son ! 

Say, O Redeemer, give my son releaser 

And, while the eager knights pressed round the 

couch 
Imploring him to minister to them 
And show the Holy Grail, Amfortas rose 
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And sprang from off his couch and flung himself 

Among the wondering knights, who stood aside 

Stricken with horror. " Nay," Amfortas cried, 

" Never again ! Seek never this of me ! 

Already the approaching wings of death 

Cast their dark shadows o'er me : all your strength 

Can never save me now : give me your aid 

To start on my long journey to the Void. 

Behold, the way is easy ! 11 — As he spake, 

He tore aside his garments, leaving bare 

His wounded body : " Strike ! " he said, " ye 

knights ! 
One cure alone can staunch this poisoned blood, 
The blades of your good swords : bury them deep 
In my accursed body, till ye reach 
The heart whose every throb is a long age 
Of anguish. Strike, ye knights, and let me 

die, 
And leave to purer hands the Holy Grail ! " 
But, while Amfortas stood among the knights 
Raving in his mad ecstasy of pain, 
Came Parsifal, bearing the holy Spear, 
Like a young King among the wondering knights : 
Came to the holy shrine, and laid the Spear 
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Across the wound upon Amfortas'' side. 

A hush— a lightening of all hearts — as though 

An angel's wing had brushed across the aisles, 

Leaving a happy trail of golden dust, 

A joy that asks not wherefore, cares not whence. 

Amfortas, now transfigured, with a smile 
Of rapture, looked on Parsifal, who spake, 
Saying, " What should avail to heal thy wound 
But this the holy Spear that struck thee down ? 
Poor happy suffering soul, I bring thee peace ! 
After thy years of pain, I bring thee rest : 
After thy night of sorrow dawns the day. 
Sorrow and pain — come not they too from 

Heaven ? 
They have brought wisdom to my simple heart, 
Wisdom and power and pity, and, behold, 
From now henceforward it is I who guard 
The holy things of Heaven, the Grail, the Spear, 
The wondrous Spear whence flowed the blood of 

Christ, 
That in a mighty flood swept through the world 
To the far limits of the firmament, 
To where the pale stars flicker on the rim 
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Of outer Space. Behold a river rolling 

Onward and upward, on its throbbing breast 

Bearing the heavy sins of all mankind, 

Washing and cleansing all, in its full course 

Quenching the fires of Hell. What thunder-peals, 

Crashing of riven worlds, as the old creeds 

And sins, the broken idols of dead years, 

Scatter in ruinous fragments to the void : 

Till in the midst of thunders falls a peace, 

And in the midst of darkness shines a light, 

And in the light a glory, and therein 

A brightness as it were the face of God ! 

What wondrous thing is this ? Where all was 

void 
And outer darkness, shines the Holy Grail ! " 

Thus Parsifal : and stretching forth his hand 
He grasped the Holy Grail, then on his knees 
He sank adoring : for the crystal Cup 
Shone with a mystic light not of this world, 
Which floated through the Temple, beautiful, 
Unearthly, holy ; whatsoe'er it kissed 
With its mysterious halo was transformed, 
So that the earthly Temple seemed to be 
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A court of Heaven, and the kneeling knights 

A host of blest Archangels. As it shone 

Upon the livid body of the King, 

The saintly Titurel, though dead, arose 

And in a benediction stretched his hands 

Toward them who knelt about him. . . . From the 

dome 
Of the transfigured Temple floated down 
A dove, exceeding white. . . . Amidst the knights 
Knelt Kundry, looking with enraptured eyes 
On Parsifal ; and in that hour she won 
The priceless boon that she had sought so long, 
Death, the last prize of mortals. As she gazed 
She sank to earth, a smile upon her face, 
As who should say, " I am come home at last ! " 

And thus, while music filtered from the dome 
As it were angels singing, giving thanks 
To God, there came to Parsifal at last, 
And unto all who knelt about the shrine, 
Amfortas and the knights and Gurnemanz, 
Aye, and to Kundry, and to all mankind, 
And all the generations that shall come, 
God's own Eternal Peace. 
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TRISTRAM AND YSEULT 

BV 

LOUIS N. PARKER 



OF TRISTRAM AND YSEULT 

I know a tale of passion and of sorrow, 
Of yearning and of infinite desire, 
Saddest of Sagas told around the hearthstone 
In the long evenings of the northern winter : 
The tale of Tristram and Yseult. 



I 

Tristram of Lyonesse, the perfect knight, 
Nephew of Mark of Cornwall, the old king, 
Set sail for Ireland to avenge a wrong, 
And slew the faithless Morolt ; but himself 
Was well-nigh slain of him, for in his head 
Morolt had left a splinter of his sword. 
Now Morolt was betrothed to fair Yseult, 
The King of Ireland's daughter ; and she kept 
Her lover's sword, and treasured it, and sware 
To slay the knight by whom Morolt was slain. 
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But, thinking Tristram dead, his generous foes 

Set him adrift within a little boat, 

That so his soul might seek the fortunate isles. 

But fateful tides lifted the little boat 

To Yseult's feet, where with Brangwayne her maid 

She found him, spent, nigh perished, and unknown. 

And Yseult tended him and laved his wounds 

And would not suffer other hands but hers 

To soothe him, other eyes but hers to watch him. 

And so she found the splinter, fetched the sword, 

And lo ! they fitted, and she knew her foe, 

The slayer of Morolt, lay at her mercy. 

Then in her white hands she upraised the sword 

And would have slain him helpless, but right so 

He, being eased of pain, unclosed his eyes, 

And gazed ; but gazed not on the sword ; but 

gazed 
Straight into Yseult's eyes ; and she forgat 
Her lover's death, the blood-feud, and let slip 
The sword, and gazed again, and in that gaze 
Love leapt from Tristram's heart to Yseult's heart, 
That never more, come good or evil hap, 
Yseult and Tristram should have easy days. 
But Tristram, knowing himself Morolt's slayer, 
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Forbore to speak of love, and the proud maid 
Kept watch upon her eyes and lips, and healed him 
And saw him sail for Cornwall and was silent. 

Then bitter days of severance ; and King Mark 

Craving an heir, said, " Kinsman, you have told 

Such marvels of Yseult, lo ! sail again 

And speak her fair, and bring her home to me 

To be my queen, and mother of my sons. 1 ' 

And Tristram sailed, and death was in his heart. 

And when Yseult beheld him, she was glad, 

Thinking his love had brought him ; but he spake, 

And wooed her for his King, and all her folk 

Rejoiced. And Tristram wed her for his King. 

Fair winds, glad seas, in heaven a laughing sun, 

And a brave ship, ploughing a silver path 

To bear his bride home to the impatient king ! 

On the high stern wild warriors wildly sang, 

And in their midst, unheeding them, stood 

Tristram, 
Steering the ship — and death was in his heart. 
But on the deck, beneath a silken tent, 
Wrought all about with runes of happy omen, 
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Yseult and Brangwayne listened to the songs. 
And Yseult groaned, — and death was in her heart. 

And thus she spake : " Ho ! Brangwayne, foolish 

maid, 
Lo : yonder lord that bears himself so high . 
The flower of chivalry, the perfect knight, 
The friend of Perceval and Lancelot, 
The friend of Arthur and the Table-Round, 
Himself a seeker for the Holy Grail ; 
That will not speak to us nor look on us, 
Lest scandalous tongues wag of his chastity : 
What think you of him ? Is there on God's earth 
A braver, fairer, or more courteous knight ? 
I tell you, maid, the man's a traitorous knave ! 
He is forsworn, forsworn, and thrice forsworn ! 
Once, for he slew Morolt, and once again, 
For with a look he poisoned all my life, 
And yet once more, for like a cringing slave 
He woos me to old Cornwall's barren bed, 
And leads me — he leads me ! — to shameful bridal ! 
On that fair head I summon doom of death ! — 
The doom of death fall on that perjured heart ! — 
Go, fetch the casket given me by my mother, 
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With leechcraft and with witchcraft richly stored ; 
Therein a drink of love for wife and lord : 
A drink of death, should lord or wife grow false. 
Pour out the Death-drink in a golden cup, 
And summon Tristram ; he and I will drink ; 
And death shall keep us true, each to the other, 
And death shall ward King Mark of Cornwall's 
honour ! " 

With faltering steps the fainting Brangwayne sped 
Upon her errand, fetched the magic brews 
And summoned Tristram ; and anon he came 
And stood before his Queen, and met her eyes 
And read his doom in them, and was right glad. 

" Sir," quoth Yseult, " I bade you give the helm 
Into less skilful hands — for now the shore 
Is well in sight — that, ere we meet King Mark 
We should make cease the feud 'twixt you and me.'" 
"What feud, high lady?" quoth the knight. 

" Alas, 
Did you not slay Morolt that should have wed me ? 
And there are other matters in our souls 
That well you wot of ; for you held aloof 
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Nor ever came to ask my daily will." 
" Thus custom bids," said Tristram ; " 'twere ill seen 
If the bride-bringer lingered by the bride." 
" I find you such a stickler for old usage," 
Answered Yseult, " you must conform to this, 
That you will drink atonement with me. Come ! " 
Tristram made answer, " Gladly will I drink ! 
Ha ! This atonement shall set free my soul ! " 
Then Yseult turned to Brangwayne : " Give the 

cup!" 
She cried : but Brangwayne, fainting in her fear 
And pity for the death of two such lovers, 
Had poured the Love-drink in the golden cup ! 
And Tristram took the cup from Yseult's hands 
And set it to his lips and drank, and she 
Leaped at the cup, and snatched it from his clutch ; 
" False even in this," she cried ; " leave me my 

share " : 
And drained the cup and dashed it in the sea. 

And, while the shuddering Brangwayne, all a-dread, 
Crouched out of sight and watched what should 

befall, 
The yearning lovers waited upon death, 
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Weened themselves dead already, stood amazed 
To see the other living : waited — waited. 
With death so near, what need of further lies ? 
With death so near, why should not Tristram speak ? 
With death so near, why should Yseult be silent ? 
Truth for a moment, open speech, broad day ! — 
Then silence, and the endless night of death. 
With heaving breast, blind seeking after words 
When only one word filled her bursting heart, 
" Tristram,'" she whispered, and he cried " Yseult." 
And then a whirling tempest of wild words, 
The pent-up frenzy of love, suddenly loosed : 
Were they not dying? Should they not speak 
truth ? 

Right so the steersman cried, " The land ! — The 

King ! " 
"What land?" cried Tristram. "Cornwall!"— 

" And what King ? " 
" King Mark ! " — and in the laughing sun, amid 
The fluttering flags, the glad cheers of his people, 
With arms outstretched, there stood the waiting 

King 
Waving a courteous welcome to his Queen. 
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Yseult and Brangwayne from the castle walls 
Watched the King riding to his midnight hunt. 
Against the castle gleamed a burning torch : 
When that was quenched Tristram would seek her 

arms. 
But the blithe echo of the merry horns 
Warned them the King had not yet found his 

quarry, 
And Yseult dared not quench the gleaming torch. 
And then she cried, " O me, the bitter light ! 
I hear no echoes now, the King's afar. 
Quench, quench the torch that stays me from my 

love ! " 
But Brangwayne answered, " Nay, the horns are 

near ! 
Nay, nay, forbear, you shall not quench the torch ! 
The horns are all about us ! Ay, and worse ! 
The eyes of traitors are about us ! " " Tush ! 
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What traitors, foolish maid ? " "I fear Melot ; 
He only, when you landed swooning, when 
The anxious King trembled to see you swoon, 
He kept his eyes on Tristram's troubled face ! ■" 
" Melot is Tristram's friend ! " "I fear him$ lady. 
He loves you with an evil love. Quench not 
The torch to-night ! Oh, not to-night at least ! 
At least not yet. The horns are near us. Hark ! " 
" Fear sets you dreaming ! 'Tis no winding horni, 
But sighing of sad winds in mournful trees, 
But the low murmur of the hurrying brook, 
But all the night-sounds of mysterious woods, 
And all the quivering passion of the world. 
Keep me no longer from his kiss ! Begone ! 
Climb to your tower and watch ! Begone ! 
Begone ! " 

Then from the wall she plucked the flaring torch 
And dashed it to the ground, and quenched its 

light 
And waited — waited ; and her stormy heart 
Hammered aud throbbed and leapt — "How long? 

How long ? " 
And then she tore her wimple from her head 
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And flung it in the wind ! And flung again ! 
Again ! Again ! It seemed her flaming soul 
Flying to meet him. She was in his arms, 
Heart against heart ; eyes burning into eyes ; 
Groping with thirsty lips for lips athirst, 
Lost in the rapturous anguish of desire, 
Lost in the fierce joy of his passionate clutch, 
Lost to the world, to all the lies of day, 
To all the false things of the glaring sun, 
All the pretence of reverence, all the shame 
Of seeming honour, all the acted meekness, 
Servile concealment, whispers, hidden thoughts : 
Lost in themselves at last, each lost in each, 
Yseult and Tristram — Tristram and Yseult : 
Alone in the vast world, the man and woman 
Merged into one triumphant naked soul ! 

And Brangwayne, watching on her lonely tower, 
Cried, " Have a care, fond fools, the hidden spy 
Creeps through the forest, and behind him — death ! " 

And Yseult laughed aloud : " Tristram, hear 
The foolish watcher warning us of death ! 
She knows not day and life rend us apart, 
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And night and death link us for ever one. 

What bound us first but death ? What loosed our 

lips 
But death ? What brought forth truth between 

us ? — Death ! 
Our love was born in death, and dies in life ; 
Then let us turn our faces from the light, 
And sink to fathomless depths of night and death." 



And Brangwayne, watching on her lonely tower, 
Cried, " Have a care, the night wanes in the East, 
The star of love lies swooning in the dawn — 
Is it the star I see, or Melot's eye 
Balefully peering through the waning night ? " 

In vain, in vain the watcher cried her warning, 
For they were lost in ecstasy of love. 
" Oh, fold thy pinions on us, night," they sighed ; 
" Wrap us, and shelter us, and let us lose 
All memories of life, all sense of self, 
All sundered thoughts, in one oblivion ! " 
And as their lips met in supreme surrender, 
The forest sighed and shuddered to their passion, 
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And silence was about them, and the night. 

***** 

The crash of riven boughs, and Mark and Melot 
Stood like avenging ghosts in the grey dawn ! 
Then Tristram spread his cloak to hide her face : 
" Oh, hateful dawn ! " he cried ; " now speak, Yseult, 
Wilt thou fare forth with Tristram to a land — 
A far-off land where never dawns the day ? " 
And she made answer : " With glad feet I go 
Wherever Tristram leads ! " Thereat he leapt 
On Melot's sword, defenceless, and was struck, 
And Yseult swooned upon her lover's breast. 
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In Brittany, on Kareol's ruined keep, 

Whence the eye wanders o'er lone leagues of sea, 

Empty, and grey, and hard — a sea of steel. 

Afar the mournful piping of a goatherd 
Echoing dead days — dead loves of long ago. 

Hither had Trist ram, wounded to the death, 
Been borne by Kurwenal, his faithful squire, 
That under skies of home, by the home sea, 
Among the homely faces of his hinds, 
His wound might heal — perchance his soul might 

heal. 
And on the embattled platform of the keep 
He lay, a sick man. keeping death at bay 
Till he had seen Yseult once more — once more ! 
And heard her voice again. 

For Kurwenal, 
Seeing what leech alone could heal his soul, 
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Had sent a message overseas to Cornwall, 
Calling Yseult as with a dying voice ; 
Wherefore they waited — waited — for the ship. 
Bat the sad goatherd piped his mournful strain, 
For never a sail hove into sight ; the sea 
Was empty, grey, and hard — a sea of steel. 

And Tristram, tossing in a fevered dream, 
Burnt by his wound, seared with unstilled desire, 
Cried in his anguish, " Quench the torch ! — the 

torch ! 
Yseult, I wait ! Our lives, and all our love 
Was Waiting for the quenching of the torch, 
Was Waiting — Waiting for the day to wane. 
God ! Will the night never enfold the house ? 
Silence the goatherd's lying strain of death ! 
Leap to the battlement, thou idle squire, 
And search the sea : — her ship must be in sight ! — 
Her ship must be in sight ! " 

But all the sea 
Was empty, grey, and hard — a sea of steel. 

But Tristram, dreaming, would not hear, but cried, 
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" I see a ship"! I see her on the prow ! 

Her white hand beckons, and her wimple waves : — 

It seems her flaming soul flying to meet me ! 

She offers me the cup ! Come ! Let me drink 

And sink to fathomless depths of death and 

night ! 
But not alone ! Leave me not in the sun, 
While thou art wrapped in peace ! My share ! My 

share ! 
Leave me my share, Yseult ! " 

Thereat he swooned 
And Kurwenal cried out : " My lord is dead ! " 

But on a sudden, through the haze, the sun ! 
And suddenly the sea danced into ripples, 
And suddenly the goatherd changed his tune, 
And with a merry lilt set Tristram's blood 
Leaping and throbbing, and old Kurwenal 
Shouted, " A sail ! A sail ! " and clambered down 
The broken stairs to meet the Queen. 

And Tristram, 
In wildest ecstasy of passion, clomb 
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From off his couch, and crawled on bleeding knees 

Across the jagged floor, and laughed aloud, 

And cried, " The torch is quenched ! My heart's 

blood leaps 
To meet my Queen ! Leaps laughingly to meet 

her ! 
Leap freely then ! " And from his wounded 

breast 
He wrenched the bandage. 

As he saw her come, 
Crying his name, he stretched forth yearning 

hands 
And in a yearning whisper sighed, " Yseult ! " 
And his heart brast — and he fell dead before her. 

But, when Yseult beheld him dead, she stood 
Mute for a space, and stunned, and made no sign. 
And they that watched her marvelled as they 

saw 
Her face transfigured with a holy joy, 
As if her lover's soul had touched her lips. 
Like one who speaketh in a dream she said : 
" Look you how fair he lies ; look with what joy 
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He smiles his welcome to me from beyond 

The gates of death. Ah, Tristram, hast thou 

touched 
The happy shore where never dawns the day ? 
Tarry awhile, and take me by the hand. 
Wit well, fair friends, here was the truest lover 
That ever won the worship of a queen ! 
My senses are consumed of him ; for me 
The air is heavy with sweet asphodel, 
And in the heavens I hear the planets quire 
His hymn of triumph. Friends, behold ! Behold ! 
He rises, surges, soars ! His mighty pinions 
Sweep to the confines of infinity ! 
About his brow a diadem of stars, 
In his right hand a star, and in his left ; 
Himself a star that floods the world with light, 
Floods it with song, with ravishing scent of 

flowers, 
And draws my soul forth from my shuddering 

flesh 
Outwards and upwards, to unthinkable 
Breadth, height, and depth of everlasting love ! 
Oh me, the rapture, oh, the laughing joy 
When star-in-star, twin-stars, one star, we thrill 
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All-conquering, all-knowing, all-pervading — 
Yseult and Tristram — Tristram and Yseult ! " 

Then, like a falling flame, she slowly, slowly 
Sank to the level of his lips, and so 
In one last kiss, one endless kiss of yearning, 
Let slip her soul. 



THE END 
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